FATHERS AND CHILDREN
Bazarov moved slowly forward, and Pavel
Petrovitch, his left hand thrust in his pocket
walked towards him, gradually raising the
muzzle of his pistol. . . . * He's aiming straight
at my nose,' thought Bazarov,4 and doesn't he
blink down it carefully, the ruffian! Not an
agreeable sensation though- I 'm going to look
at his watch chain.'
Something whizzed sharply by his very ear,
and at the same instant there was the sound
of a shot * I heard it, so it must be all right,*
had time to flash through Bazarov's brain. He
took one more step, and without taking aim,
pressed the spring.
Pavel Petrovitch gave a slight start, and
clutched at his thigh. A stream of blood
began to trickle down his white trousers,
Bazarov flung aside the pistol, and went up
to his antagonist 'Are you wounded?' he
said,
'You had the right to call me up to the
barrier/ said Pavel Petrovitch, * but that's of no
consequence. According to our agreement, each
of us has the right to one more shot*
* All right, but, excuse me, that 11 do another
time,' answered Bazarov, catching hold of
Pavel Petrovitch, who was beginning to turn
pale; * Now, I 'm not a duellist, but a doctor,
and I must have a look at your wound before
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